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For the PHILANTHROPIST, 





PROCLAMATION. 


Alarming reports our ears do affail, 

Of grain being fcarce, and no meat for fale; - 
That many have lived upon defert air, 

And many the ghoft giv’n up in defpair, 

Ills fuch in future we wifh to prevent, 

And give our dear fubjets perfect content. 

We have gravely enjoined thofe who are rich, 
Not eat meat nor bread, but live upon fith. 
Ourfelves an example fhortly will fhow, 
To thofe who grope in the dark fpheres below, 
By making our loaves (for we with to pleafe) 


oh A compound of oats, rye, hog’s-beans and peafe. 


pair, 
sree 


realt W OULD to heaven, the noble title of your papcr was 


more gencrally pra¢tifed than what itis, I will admit, that . 
the fubferiptions for the relief of our wounded and difabled 
feamen, and for the widows and orphans of thofe who fall vice 
tims 
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tims to the carnage and devafiation of an abominall¢ wat; } 
will allow, that the liberal donations for the benefit of. the in- 
digent and unfortunate, refle& much honour on the affluent; 
but when we praife thofe individuals who have voluntarily 
come forward to fuccour the wretched, and relieve them in 
their miferable condition, there inftantly oecurs to the mind 
this queftien : What is the reafon thofe who walk in, what is 


termed the inferior paths of life, fhould be fo necefiitous to re. | 


quire the aid of opulence more now thanat a preeeding period? 
I anfwer boldly and roundly, THE CRIMINALITY OF OUR 
BASE MINISTERS, Criminal, for provoking a difafterous 


war: criminal, for continuing that war, founded in cruelty, | 
injuftice, and inhumanity, 4t is pretended the French were | 


the agreffors: I peremptorily deny it. The Englith minifters 


were the firft who threw down the gauntlet, by ‘inftigating the 


United Provinces to violate their engagements: and the Eng. 
lifh miniftry are refponfible, and ought to anfwer to their in- 
fulted and bleeding country for fo diabolically and traiteroufly 
deftroying the firft and deareft bleffings oftheir countrymen, 
It is the Englith miniftry who direct the fpring which ftill con. 
vulfes Europe, deluging the earth with the blood of God’s 
creatures. 


I have faid they are criminal for prolonging this fhocking — 


war, when it might have been terminated long ago, would 


they have gracioufly condefcended to receive averturcs from a_ 
. people, who, not like themfelves, are not callous to the pangs 


of fuffering humanity! No! The Britifh Cabinet are fupe- 
rior to the vulgar fenfations of excruciated nature! The Bri- 
tifh Cabinet have hearts too refined in barbarity to feel emo- 
tions of compaflion for the mutilated warrior—for the pitcous 


and melancholy cries of the widowed and fatherlefs!. They 


behold with ineffable dignity the diftreffes of their kind, and 
laugh to feorn the mifery of the poor and needy! With true 
philanthropic hearts they condole for the prefent fearcity— 


over venifon and claret, turtle, and champaign, burgundy, 
and port! Benevolent amiable creatures! who can have the 


hardihood 
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hardihood to_affert they. donot merit the applaufe of theié 
country, and the commendations.of all good men?‘ They 
merit it,” fays Trim, “’an pleafe -your honour; as.a thief 
does a halter.” The fimile may riot fuit all defcriptions of 
perfons ; it is gone forth, and cannot be recalled, 

But foft—let. us fetch breath for a moment, Well; nowy 
Sir, we will turn our eyes—O heavens! how dazzling! my 
fight gtows dim—is it poffible?—yes! I vow it is majefty it- 
felf, cloathed with Philanthrophy, Benevolence; and Love ! 
See, Sir, do but,fée that brown (nay, almoft black) loaf upon 
the royal table—-mark with what care he divides it amongft his 


flarving young ones ; pretty angels, with what folicitude they . 


watch the mufcular motion of his arm !—obferve with what 
anxiety he colleéts the crumbs that fall from the board—you 
may fmile, Sir, if you pleafe, but crumbs add confiftency to 
broth, which will contribute to thé mid-day repaft of his half 
famifhed little cherubs. -Oh, blefféd England! to have for a‘ 
protector fo charming an ceconornift | 

Then that faving young man; the firft fruits of eonnubial 
love, how regardful is he of a famithed people—he is the very 
eflence of philanthropy !—fo negleétful of his perfonal intereft:! 
fokind to the poor! fo ceconomical in his expenditure! in 
thort, fo prudent and meritorious a young man, that I thould 
hot wonder when he atrives (if ever He doés arrive) to the 
mighty dignity which his revered’ father now poffeifés, and dif- 
charges with fueh honout fo important an office as that of re- 
lieving the wants, atid adminifterinig comfort and happinefs to 
the unfortunate ; I fay I fhould not be furpriféd tohear of the 
people of Great Britain “ killing him with kindnefs, fo paf+ 
floiately do they love him for abftaining from the vices, diffi- 
pation, atid prodigality of this degenerate age. For my part, 
1 am of opinion, it merit is allowed diftin@tion, the’ wreaths of 
hurel which decorate’ the. brows of his’ heroic brother thould 
be transferred to his, {nas much as a conqueft over the’defires 
and paffions of the heart, is a far more brilliant conqueft than 

¢ inhuman deftru€tion’ of ‘thoufands of our fellow-creatures. 
I therefore 
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. I therefore adjudge the laurel to his Roya Hicuygss rue 
Prince or Watts, for that’ unparalleled heroifm, for that 
true magnanimity of foul, manifefted in faving to his country, 
by refraining from the gratification of debauchery and fenfua- 
lify, the sTUPENDOUS SUM OF SEVEN HUNDRED THOU- 
SAND POUNDS | and what adds to the obligations his country 
owes him, I do affure you (for it ftands upon record), he con- 
ferred a iimilar benefit upon it about eight years ago ; fo it, 
being a SECOND favour, it is impoffible not to feel the ge- 


nerofity of the act with the utmoft fenfibility, and with unex. | 


preffible delight. The liberal-minded Englith will not, I am 
certain, ever forget the- incomparable fact, and not fail beftow. 
ing a moft ample reward for his invariable conftancy in the ob-. 
fervance of thofe virtues which embellifh civilization, and 
adorn human kind. 


BENEVOLUS. 








LT N'E’S. 


In Eaftern Kingdoms oft’ the weakeft man, 
With Idiot council rules the grave Divan, 

Nor there perhaps.alone fuch wonders reft, 

Bur reach.the confines of the enlighten’d weft ; 
Where fome dull leader, fix’d by partial fate, 
Now turnsa button, now o’erturns a ftate ; 
Now, for his boys a whiftle carves in wood ; 
Now figns a warrant for a Nation’s blood. 
The place of Kings—thus toymen’s pupils take 
And.wicld the feeptre they were born to make. 
Turn cruel Pinckey, lengthen yet the fcore, 
And try thy Monarch at one corkfcrew more, 
I.eft England’s fons a game like thine fhould play, 
Nor keep the workman thou haft turn’d away.* 


* George Guelph was for aconfiderable time taught the trade of a Turner, by 
one Pinckey, but finding him too dull to become a workman, difmified him, fay- 
ing, he was the greatelt blockhead he had ever met with, 
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For THE Ps#iLaANTHROPIsT. 


The following Extra fets the Calamities of War in a ftrong 
light, and contains beautiful and juft Sentiments. It. is 
taken from the Memoirs ofa French Officer. ‘This Noble- 
man’ having given a Relation of the bloody Action near 
Parma, between the Imperalifts and the French, Fune 
the 29th, 1734, goes on thus : 


«6 "Tue king of Sardinia (then againft the houfe of Auftria), 
whom the illnefs of the queen had called to Turin four or five 
days before, returned to the army the morning after the battle. 
Every one knows the valour of this. prince ; he expreffed a 
great regret at having come too late, and immediately vifited 
‘the field, to feethe ground on which the difpofitions were made 
for the engagement, He was attended by feveral general offi- 
cers, among{t whom I was. As our cavalry had not been en- 
gaged, but remained behind at fome diftance, during the heat 
of the battle, I was ignorant of what had paffed. Buriofity 
led me to attend his majefty, that J might hear the account 
given him of the affair; but the horror which reigned on all 
fides foon infpired me with different thoughts. I fancied I 
beheld at a little diftance from me, among the dead, a Captain 
of my acquaintance; I rode a little diftance off from the road 
to examine nearer, and found it was he. After paying a figh 
to his memory, I caft my eyes on the plain, where the enemy 
had left the dead. I faw 10 or 12,000 men ftretched out, na- 
ked, and disfigured with wounds! Inhumanity itfelf muft have 
melted at this fpectacle. The reflection of Xerxes prefently 
occurred to me: Alas! thought I, all thefe men were living 
within thefe twenty-four hours! Why are they no more? 
What frenzy has:thus led them to cut each other’s throats? 


Were they enemies? No. They did, not fo much as know 
one another, 
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Were glory, ambiton, or love of wealth their motives? Alas 
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the memory of the greatett part of them is buried with them, and 
all their recompenfe is a few wretched fpoils, as the fruits of 
their dangers! But, continued I, am I lefs criminal?) Want, 
wretchednefs, or force, has made moft of thefe foldiers. But 
what obliges us to fhare in the fame cruelties? Havé thefe men 
with whom I am fo eatneft to fight, on the firft occafion, ever 
offended me? Did thefe countrymen, whofe ground I lay wafte, 
ever commit fuch hoftilities on my eftate ?) What then is it in- 
duces me to act a part fo contrary to reafon and humanity? 
Mutt I purchafe a poor renown at the price of fuch oppreffion 
and blood? Have I ftudied the world from my infancy, and 
am | ftill fwayed by fuch weak prejudices? Is this the true 
happinefs I have fo long fought? Or can I hope to find it 
amidft the tumult and rage of war? Good God! What weak 
creatures we are! I reafon, 1. philofophize,:I behold virtue 
with a kind of fondnefs ; yet all my fpeculations have hitherto 
only ferved to fhew my own weaknefs, and heighten my 
fhame.” ) 
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FOR THE TENTH OF AUGUST, 1795. 


"Tuo the day on which Gallia firft rais’d her ftrong arm, 
And laid the proud fabric of tyranny low ; 
Tho’ the day which made privilege thrill with alarm, 
And forrow’s pale wretch with philanthropy glow ; 
Tho’ we praife that great day 
Which overtutn’d lawlefs fway, 
Yet a King ftill remain’d Freedom's caufe to betray ; 
But the day we have chofen faw Monarchy fall, 
And man’s deareft bleffing extended to all. 


What are Peers, Princes, Sov’reigns, with all their gay band, 
But reptiles maintain’d by the groans of the poor? 
Like reptiles, ’midft darknefs, they harrafs a land, 
But if light beam around, the foul pefts are no: more. 
And 
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And as beafts that love night, 
When they ken glaring light, 
Tho’ burning for blood, dart away in a fright ; 
So at this awful moment, from Liberty’s fire, 
Growling death and difmay, Man’s oppreffors retire. 


As yon luminous orb, the vaft-emblem of God, 
Gilds alike the low cot and the tall doom of pride, 
So wherever pure Liberty makes her abode, 
~ Her foul-lifting fmiles will by all be enjoy’d. 
Shall the poor man be told, 
That, becaufe he lacks gold, 
His nameamong freemen. fhall ne’er be enroll’d ? 
No! perifh fuch jargon, whate’er be man’s ftore 
He is Man, and pure Freedom can never afk more. 


Oh! be wife then ye French! be the world’s mental fun, 
And pour your ftrong light.o’er all prejudic’d nations , 
'Tis for Man, and Man only, your work muft be done ; 
Then on Truth’s lafting adamant lay your foundations, 
. Let talents and worth 
From their haunts be call’d forth ; 
Let thefe, and not gold, be refpected on earth ; 
Yes! fhew that ’tis worth, and worth only, you prize, 


And then Man, flighting wealth, may afpire to be wife. 


On this glorious day, with fublimity crown’d, 
And with fpirit all fire, the Republic arofe ; 
And tho’ perils and death have eneompafs’d her round, 


Yet with arms ftrong as fate fhe has vanquith’d ker foes: 


Then let Britain’s proud race, 
- To their lafting difgrace, 
Still back a curs'd court in a conteft fo: bafe 
The day will arrive, and oh! fpeed it ye pow’rs, 


When Freedom, true Freedom and Peace fhall be ours. 
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THE STATE PRISONER. 
A PARODY ON. “LULLABY.” 
BY W. H. GREEN. 


Written on the ever lamented and arbitrary Fate.of 


JOSEPH ‘GERRALD. 


, Print 
Sorrow flumbering in confinement, Bo 
Behold the noble Gerrald lie; and 


In doubts and fears his anxious time fpent, 
Is gently footh’d with Lullaby. 


Night’s aweful gloom refleGtion ending, « 
In penfive thought he heaves-a figh ; 
His guiltiefs heart on hope depending, : 
Is gently footh’d with Lullaby. 


With morning’s dawn his cares return, * 
All grief before his virtues fly, __, Infe 
His breath with love alternate burns, 
And only calm’d with Lullaby. | 


But now no more with lovely woman, 
Jovful he'll urge the tender figh ; 

No more will hope and pity come 5 
And foothe him with their Lullaby. 





By cruel powerand unjuft laws! 
Compel’d his native land to fly, 

He'll ne’er renounce fair Freedoms caufe, 
Till footh’d in death’s laft Lullaby, 


New Brentford Middlefex, 
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